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THE WAYFARERS 

BY 

ARTHUR K. ^ABIN 



VITA VITTORIA. 

The stern high gods withhold not their best gift. 

Though in long strife the Dreamer s hope grows pale; 

Though neither stedfast watch nor prayer prevail; 

But derelicts of faith, for saken, drift 
Athwart him in the darkness, and uplift 

Beseeching hands and voices of loud wail. . . 

Immortal strong Desire shall never fail : 

The stern high gods have granted their best gift. 

O Dream, that in the night hast come to me; 
Thou Spirit of Desire, so long delayed. 
Whom, ever hungering for, my Muse hath made 

The idol of her low-tuned melody : 

Behold ! my captive soul is lost in thee : 
I touch thy garment, and am not afraid. 



Errata. 



P. 21, comma (,) to end line lo. 

P. 27, last line, read "and ends his quest." 



virA virroRiA. 

The stern high gods withhold not their best gift. 

Though in long strife the Dreamer's hope grows pale; 

Though neither stedfast watch nor prayer prevail; 

But derelicts of faith, forsaken, drift 
Athwart him in the darkness, and uplift 

Beseeching hands and voices of loud wail. . . 

Immortal strong Desire shall never fail : 

The stern high gods have granted their best gfi. 

O Dream, that in the night hast come to me; 
Thou Spirit of Desire, so long delayed. 
Whom, ever hungering for, my Muse hath made 

The idol of her low-tuned melody : 

Behold ! my captive soul is lost in thee : 
I touch thy garment, and am not afraid. 
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I. 

The morn now came grey-vestured, but no Hope 

Stirred in our bosoms, though Despair had gone; 
And swift our bark against the leaden slope 

Of billows without sail or helm drave on, 

While we amid her quivering deck did wait. 
Hungered and worn and silent every one. 

I think we deemed some loveliness of fate 

E'en yet should dawn to end our miseries. 
Though in our spirits Hope sprang not elate. 

What if no ray of promise tokened peace, 

Still were a blessed haven possible 
Beyond this weary torment of the seas ! 

II. 

Ah ! we had tasted shadow grim as Hell : 

For Storm had bellowed in the firmament ; 
And Death, with bolt and maw implacable. 

Devoured our trembling mariners, and rent 

The hapless bark each seam and timber through. 
Nor left us when, three hundred long hours spent, 

Foodless and in dumb agony, we knew 

This last day break across the leaden wave, 
As without oar or sail we onward flew. 
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(O God, whose arm is wonderful to save. 

We pray Thee for the storm-racked mariner, 
To shield him from the ravenous sea-grave !) 

III. 

Thus o'er a deep where never ship did steer. 
Beneath a heaven, I wis, where never sun 
In his earth-conquering glory might appear. 

Up hills of foamless grey the bark sped on, 

Like to a mortal body quivering 
Amid the wonder of a power unknown. 

But we — scarce fearing aught that Doom might bring, 

Since for her secrets we had given our all, 
From land to land in endless sojourning 

Seeking the vision of Life's coronal. 

Seeking the marvel whose far gleams entice 
Great human spirits onward to that fall 

Wherefrom renewed and beautiful they rise, — 

We, dumb and helpless, on the torn deck lay 
And watched the heaving ocean and the skies. 

IV. 
O vast Desire, with mortal hearts at play ! 

O dearly loved, sweet Hope, whose smiles were 
O vast Desire, controlling men alway ! — gone ! 
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Yet, even yet, we yearned for things unknown ; 

Still, still we longed, ere the last darkness fell, 
Some unimagined splendour to be shown : 

Nor did we deem our hands incapable 

Once more of headlong strife for victory. 
Albeit no tongue our wretchedness might tell. 

V. 
And now a humid mist obscured the sea. 

Chill as a northern night-wind, chill and wet. 
That numbed our helpless limbs so bitterly 

We felt the Master triumphing; and yet 

The mist seemed on our lips like fragrant dew. 
Waking the old Spring dreams men ne'er forget. 

Then scarce another thing our spirits knew 

Save darkness, and, the darkness brooding o'er, 
A music toward which the vessel drew. 

Till, louder grown, its voice told of a shore 

Of towering rocky fangs above us spread. 
Whereon the surges broke for evermore, — 

Whereon with mighty impetus we sped 

Like frail glass shattered, and in dreamless sleep 
Sank unto regions of the unknowing dead. 
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VI. 

How long soe'er our spirits in the deep 

Forgetful realm of unformed being lay, 
Where never star its lonely watch doth keep, 

Nor dream-thought thrill the gloom, I cannot say; 

But when new vision wakened in our eyes. 
As unperceived the darkness rolled away, 

Sweet through our bosoms panted the surmise 

That we, beyond Life's margin, saw the bowers 
And heard the melody of Paradise: 

For there we rested on celestial flowers, 

" Bright as the famed Sicilian mead could show 
Where sad Prpserpin spent her virgin hours. 

All softly swaying over us a bough 

Of mingled blossoming and fruitage hung, 
Part-trailed in the fragrant herb below; 

Whereof such eagerness our beings stung. 

We plucked the globed crimson fruit and ate. 
Till in our pallid hearts new life-blood sprung: 

And ere our hunger we might satiate. 

The broken stems burst in fresh blossoming 
Of various hue and perfume blended sweet. 
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Loud over us the little birds did sing 

Jocund amid the branches' wealth unseen. 
Which trembled as the wind passed murmuring; 

While spaces of the heaven's purple sheen. 

Rich as the love-deep bosom of the rose. 
Glanced intermittently the leaves between. 

VII. 
Now the dull trance that bound us in repose 

Fell from us, and we sprang aloft with glee. 
And to our lips, long mute, fair language rose. 

Seven were we of our gallant company; 
A tithe alone remaining of that band 
Which sailed with wild hearts dreaming o'er the sea ; 

Seven men who saw the joyance of this land 

As 't were with one great heart, whence tears did 
So mightily beyond the eyes' command, well 

That streaming down our furrowed cheeks they fell. 

And blinded us, and choked all utterance 
Of the glad song wherewith our throats did swell. 

And for awhile no step might we advance; 

But each the other clasped in dumb embrace. 
With spirit-lit transfigured countenance. 
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Nor all the shining marvel of the place. 

Dream beyond dream unfolding, might compare 
In memory with that moment's blessedness. 

VIII. 

With hearts renewed and vision wondrous clear, 

Across the gleaming champaign we moved on. 
Exchanging thoughts of loveliness and cheer. 

Surely we deemed all miseries were done; 

Surely, though still with human lips we spake, 
The region of immortal life was won. 

IX. 

First Voice. 
"To gain such end sublime did we forsake 

The calm allurements of our ancient home. 
Long journey o'er the pathless seas to take." 

Second Voice. 
"Ah! in this country whither we are come. 

List to the song-birds round us, wild and sweet: 
Our tread scarce soils the blossoms white as foam." 

Third Voice. 
"Now backward from my glowing heart the feet 

Of Time are tramping swiftly: great desires 
Surge as of old, with wing and voice complete." 
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Fourth Voice. 
"In colours fair as these no maid attires 

Her dream-world of enraptured fantasy, 
New-framed responsive to Love's throbbing lyres." 

Fifth Voice. 
" O brothers, it is beautiful to be 

Beyond all wretchedness and discontent : 
Yet loved I our long wrestle with the sea." 

X. 

And so across the beaming land we went. 

No thought of guidance under that pure sky ; 
And joyous were we in our wonderment. 

Then, feet anon grown weary, we did lie 

In silence 'mid the herbage, and again 
Ate of the mellow food from branches nigh. 

But there reposeful we might not remain : 

New vigour sprang to chide our idleness. 
Urging us on fresh marvels to attain. 

XL 

First Voice. 
" O brothers, in this joy-hued realm, no less 

Than when we wandered o'er the untracked vast. 
Our hearts' desire shall never grant us peace." 
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Second Voice. 
" Nay, but our mighty longings of the past 

Have borne us hither, though desire speed on 
To pause in God's beatitude at last." 

'T'hird Voice. 
"Dream beyond hope, is this the benison 

Of great Desire — that we, still conquering. 
Fair realm past realm unconquered shall be shown ?" 

Fourth Voice. 
" O great Desire, strong joy of life, our king. 

With one heart we have followed thy command : 
Still thy enchantment over us doth sing." 

XII. 

Like young folk that take holiday, our band 

Pressed onward, now with chaunting voice, now 
Across the fragrant flowery meadowland. still, 

Each odorous wind, thrice purified, did thrill 

With rapture of the winged choristers, 
From field and sky outpoured ineffable. 

And beauteous woodland creatures, half averse. 

Half confident, peered at us timidly, 
As through umbrageous dells we took our course. 
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It was a world of glamour, pure and free. 

Where flower and bird and beast and even the skies 
Throbbed with unutterable harmony. 

XIII. 

Loudly our hearts sang: "This is Paradise ; 

And soon shall Life be cleansed of every stain : 
For past yon sapphire mountain-land, our eyes, 

" Bolder in vision, joyously shall gain 

Sight of the unguarded spiritual abode 
Set there amid its immemorial plain." 

Swift grew our steps ; and, piercing like a goad, 

This fire of hope, this wild imagining. 
Shot through our breasts and urged us on the road. 

XIV. 
Thus eagerly the bright land traversing. 

Soon to the steepy bound we came, and stood 
Where everlasting hills aloft did fling 

Gaunt rugged masses t'ward Infinitude, 

O'erswept by storm-rack, desolate and drear. 
Nigh where we paused down leapt a little floods 
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Shrilling harsh triumph which methinks I hear 

Still clanging o'er ten thousand memories : 
A wave of ice-born chillness, flashing clear. 



Then such a mighty thirst our souls did seize 

That on the craggy brink we needs must lie. 
And quaff and quaff the waters for our peace. 

Dusky above us grew the purple sky; 

No jewelled bird passed singing overhead ; 
Nor any woodland creature wandered by. 

But thereat we nor feared nor wondered: 

Such strong consuming passion through us burned 
That to all thought beside our souls were dead. 



Together up the sheer ascent we turned. 

Hearts gone before us, madly confident. 
The splendour of the lowly land we spurned, 

The wonder of it, the deep ravishment 

That stirred amid its fragrance and its song. 
The life unmarred therein, the wealth unspent. 
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XV. 
Like ants that o'er an upturned boulder throng, 

When curious strangers have disturbed their nest 
The drowsy fruitful summer fields among, — 

They in clear purpose labour without rest. 

Yearning to save their little charge from spoil, 
Nor prove existence vain : — even so, possessed 

By dreadless frenzy we aloft did toil. 

O'er cliffs that surged up perpendicular. 
On sloped precipices where the soil. 

For ever shifting, rumbled down afar. 

Nigh whelmed in cataracts whose echoes rung 
Amid the silences with hideous jar. 

To slippery rock and creeping root we clung. 
Clambering unscathed the giant pinnacles 
Whose black crests through the murky sky were flung. 

XVI. 
Like some musician, severing the spells 

That blind man's soul, new-visioned, doth outpour 
From forth his instrument, which throbs and swells 
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To render up all tribute of its power, 

Godly enchantment, rising theme on theme, 
Now sobbed in tremulous accents to allure. 



Now in the shrill course of a ghastly dream 

Wailing harsh death and torture imminent, 
Now breaking sweetened, blended, in a stream 

Of loveliest melody and soft content. 

Seraphic, thrilling earth and heaven with light. 
Till ears scarce listen and all thought be spent: — 

Even thus, as that great Master's soul takes flight, 

By course so various, unto such rapt doom, 
We triumphed onward in resistless might. 

XVII. 

Anon woke in our sense a dim perfume, 

As, o'er the loftiest pinnacles a-grope, 
We clambered through a sudden charmed gloom. 

Midmost it seemed the heaven's eternal cope. 

And felt that thence the radiant fields broke down, 
In many a softly undulating slope 
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O'er which were fruit and bloom profusely strown, 

To the far fringes of a sea, aflame 
With loveliness unborn of sun or moon. 

XVIII. 
Unto our hearts the joyous vision came 

Thus beautifully, blending in our gaze 
With lucent melodies of glad proclaim 

That from some world uprose in constant praise. 
All mingled, mingled, with the mist so deep 
That dull thought groped bewildered in the maze. 

No faithful sight our yearning eyes might keep ; 
But now the heart leapt dazzled by a dream ; 
Now up the vaporous shadowings would peep 

This land, this land, in many a gorgeous gleam 

Of mystery and pure magnificence. 
Fair clad in hope, wild, wonderful, supreme. 

Till suddenly the mist departed thence. 

And we saw downward with clear naked sight ; 
And on the earth we knelt in reverence. 
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Dumb worshippers before the throne of Light — 

Dreamers of bold dreams followed, bold dreams won. 
Through longing, pain, and labour infinite. 

XIX. 

A mighty temple to our gaze was shown — 
The shrine of Nature — mystically wove 
Of blossom and inestimable stone. 



That shed their splendour wide, around, above. 

Through the soft air, whose tender fragrances 
Smote in our hearts a redolence of love. 



Unearthly fruited vines, unearthly trees. 

Clustered on crag, and hung o'er waterfall, 
And, rank o'er rank, spread in fair terraces. 



And through the vale in ceremonial 

Far flaming course a river swept straight on. 
Obedient to the Ocean's deathless call ; 



Whose silver-gleaming peerless banks upon 

A habitation of the blessed stood, 
The great Artificer's last benison. 
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Wherefrom, in columns thin and many-hued, 

The sacrificial incense did arise 
Up through the silent heaven's infinitude. 

Which following, we fixed aloft our eyes 

In fruitless search : far spread, inscrutable. 
Obscured by very radiance, the skies 

Arched over us : no gaze thereon might dwell : 

What colour beamed there or what sun did glow 
Impossible it -were for tongue to tell. 

But where the valley shone in peace below. 

We turned with trembling lips and hearts at rest. 
And down the genial flowery slopes did go. 

For the deep passion of our souls, expressed 

In mad desire and age-long wandering. 
Here was the haven reached, the goal possessed. 

XX. 

About us rarest melodies did ring : 

The song of birds, the tumbling waters' voice. 
The murmured tribute of each tiny thing — 
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The bursting of flower-petals, and the noise 

Of fruit new-ripened and of fresh-formed dew. 
Each carolling its rapturous " Rejoice !" 

XXL 

Scarce knowing our own selves we went, far through 

Rich labyrinths of foliage, bedecked 
With perfume-laden blooms whose gorgeous hue 

Did drown the sense and feast the intellect. 
Our hearts upswayed in mighty unison 
With the land's every pure serene aspect. 

XXII. 

As love-bound youths, we dreamfully had gone 
By field and garden, terrace, dell and grove. 
The radiant life-exhaling banks a-down. 

When we grew conscious that our way did move 

'Mid scarce-seen presences, divinely fair 
In beauty of no earthly substance wove ; 

Who with such joy impregnated the air 

That our full spirits, surging with delight, 
Nigh broke from mortal bondage unaware. 
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Alas, that in our gross constrained sight 

But as loved dreams these splendours could appear. 
Dim-moulded dreams of glorious-coloured light ! 



Ah ! sure their bright wings fanned the atmosphere. 

Wherein new fragrances our glad sense found ; 
And from each beaming motion issued clear 

Aerial snatches of free dulcet sound. 

Rapt timeless anthems, vision melodies. 
O'er the land's song song beyond song unbound. 

And never had our souls grown tired of these : 

For with brief intermission, wonderfully. 
More lovely than each former loveliness, 

A nobler radiance scintillated by. 

From whom in wilder sweeter tone did ring 
Great tribute of exalted symphony. 

And our endeavouring spirits strove to sing 

Unto each anthem meet accompaniment. 
Yet vainly strove, with shamed lips faltering. 
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XXIII. 

Through such enchanted ways how glad we went, 

With strong hearts burning in us, and with tread 
That grew not weary in the long descent ; 

Till now, the joyous hillside traversed, 

We neared the bosom of the level land. 
Whence all this glowing wonderment seemed shed. 

Here blossomed meads diverged on either hand : 

One t'ward the realm's high dream-lit palaces ; 
But fairer, fairer, one toward the strand 

Magnificently bounded by the seas — 

The magical exultant slumbering seas. 
Whose voice broke on us dim with mysteries. 

XXIV. 
Thence, shrilling o'er all sounds of loveliness. 

There came, like utterance of a mortal tongue 
Which wailed far-off some spirit's lone distress, 

A cry of pain the glistening air among, 

Whereat the laden trees and flowers and grass 
Bent low, their kindred souls with sorrow stung. 
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And the translucent splendours that did pass 

Together mingled in swift sympathy. 
Till of one radiant hue their beauty was. 

And all existences our eyes could see, 

Each plant of tender life, each plumed thing. 
Seemed yearning far from that strange woe to flee. 

XXV. 

Chill through our hearts the wail smote, quivering ; 

But o'er that peerless meadow, t'ward the deep. 
With hungry pace, half-fearful, did we spring ; 

When lo ! upon us a soft spell did creep ; 

And, ere a hundred steps our feet had ta'en. 
Weirdly were we encompassed in sleep : 



'Gainst which our spirits strove, yet strove in vain : 

So strong that numbing lethargy, it bound 
All eager life within its leaden chain. 

And bore our helpless limbs unto the ground ; 

Though swift we were chid onward by the cry 
That reached us still in utterance more profound. 
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XXVI. 

As in a trance some mortal soul doth lie. 

When Death hath smitten him, nor slain him quite, 
But with grim dart uplifted standeth nigh, — 

His human will and power have taken flight. 

But in his sense perception still holds sway, 
And knowledge girds him with a faint twilight : 

So there amid a shadowland we lay, 

Life half-forgotten, and our souls half free, 
Albeit lingering in their home of clay. 

No dream approached, nor thought of things to be, 

And for our age-long hopes we felt no care ; 
The passion that had driven us far o'er-sea. 

In whose allurement all true hearts must share, 

Seemed like a mist about us, making dim 
The spirit-vision that had else been clear. 

XXVII. 

'Mid the surrounding breeze strange sights did swim. 

Then melodies that whispered of the main, 
Swift fragments of a wild triumphant hymn, 
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Broke on our deadened sense again, again. 

Consuming us, till utterly did fade 
The knowledge of that cry of unknown pain. 

And then, from stray chords gathering, was made 

A music, human in its mighty swell. 
Whereto, though of its rapture nigh afraid, 

Our waking charmed spirits rose and fell. 

Striving to blend amongst it, as sunlight 
Within a lucent stream doth blend and dwell. 

XXVIII. 

Long in the prelude lost our souls took flight ; 

When clear above it surged a human tongue, 
Whose words were tones of voluble delight : 

And thus we knew the accents that were sung : — 

SONG. 

I. 

O sweet is rest ; 

And sweet is dim forgetfulness that brings 

On drowsy drooping wings <^^ 

Balm to the wearied soul and^his quest. 
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Proud Slumber with her radiant eyes, 
And rich lips bent 

To yield her tender kiss of languishment, 
Comes dreamily, comes dreamily. 
From Paradise ; 

And lo ! her footsteps ripple the still sea. 
And her soft-waving hair spreads cloudlike through 
the skies. 

II. 

Now vanish stalwart Toil, 

Dumb Longing, and unconquerable Regret, 

Whom Life hath set 

To guard the soul she sendeth forth awhile, 

Lest he upon his mortal pilgrimage 

Care but to please 

The blood that sings about him, till drear Age 

Bids charms depart, or lingering Disease 

Darkens his joyous mind ; 

And on Earth's margin pent 

He then must roam, forsaken, spent, 

Through endless hopeless realms of dreads and miseries. 

in. 

Here only Dreams come nigh, 
Chaunting soft tunes about the slumberer. 
And weaving mystic spells fantastically 
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Of hope and fear. 

— The handmaidens of Sleep are these ; 

And our wise King 

Doth bid them bring 

Such tokens of his mysteries. 

That man's lone listening soul may sense 

Knowledge of Truth and Beauty thence. 

And, gazing on each symbol, see 

The path that mortal lives track through Infinity. 



IV. 
Even as argosies from port do sail. 
Broad canvas spread 

To win each favouring motion of the gale. 
— Within their deep hulls lies 
The treasure of their native merchandise ; 
And each delighted mariner 
Doth feel his bosom newly stir 
To the old throb of mystery. 
The joy and passion of the sea. 
And o'er the pathless billows they depart, 
Far diverse lands to gain ; 
One seeking isles of spice, and one 
Great cities of strange men. 
But lo ! the goodliest vessel of them all. 
Whose Master's soul hath revelled in a dream, 
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And hungered for the fortune that hath come 
Ending all drear delay, 

Turns her keen prow toward the vast unknown ; 
And round her sides the bubbles glow and gleam, 
And wild behind her leaps the faery foam. 
And evermore the startled waters moan, 
Amid whose moaning comes the mighty call 
That hath allured the mariner alway. 

V. 
And seasons fly ; 

And the old haunts forget those vanished men ; 
And dear sweet friends that sorrowed bitterly 
Learn earth's fond joys again. 
But within some grey maiden's heart a prayer 
Still lingers, though long years have left her lone ; 
And old men, gazing seaward, unaware 
Dream of the comrades that their youth had known. 
And then befalls, when mist of drear 
November overhangs the shore. 
And dwellers of the land who hear 
The sullen breakers on the harsh crag roar 
Pray loud for safety of all men at sea. 
There trembles from afar 
The mighty cannon's boom, 
And round the harbour-bar 
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A shadowy hull sweeps slow amid the gloom, 

And nears the startled folk who throng the key ; 

And strange shapes reeve her tattered sail. 

And drop her anchor silently. 

— Now the dank mist grows thin ; and pale 

Long yellow gleams of wintry sun 

Betwixt black yards and rigging run. 

And light the ghostly deck, and show 

The swift forms passing to and fro 

Of grey mysterious men, whose eyes 

Have surely gazed on Paradise. 

— And the crowd stares like men m trance ; 

But eagerly their spirits pine 

To learn what mighty utterance 

Shall here be told of lands divine. 

Of quests divine, and godlike dreams 

Come true beyond the ocean-streams. 

— But no weird tales shall leave these lips 

Of stranger men and stranger ships ; 

And none shall learn what lands they found. 

What joy their age-long wandering crowned ; 

Or how from joy they sought to gain 

Clear knowledge of eternal pain. 

Their souls are ever on the quest. 

And what are these come home to rest ? 



A Paraphrase on the 

B AG A VA D - G i T A . Fragment of Book IV. 



I am He, unborn, undying. 

Lord of all things, indestructible. 

Through the eddying world-illusion 

toiling ever, and with mighty spell 

Stamping ever on the formless 

some new form from out the Primal Deep, 

Coming, going, coming, never 

wearied, knowing nought of pause or sleep. 

But, O Bharata ! when Truth fails, 

beaten down by Wrong and slain by Hate, 

I from age to age take on Me 

sentient form and suffer human fate ; 

Succouring the good that falters, 

thrusting evil backward, and again 

On her lofty throne uplifting 

Virtue for the needy eyes of men. 
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He who, learning Truth, doth know Me, 

and my endless labour on the earth. 

Comes to Me, dear Prince, nor longer 

needs to bind his soul in mortal birth. 

Many come to Me in joyful 

freedom gained from love and fear and rage; 

And the faithful ones who seek Me, 

calm souls fixed on Me from age to age, 

Fed by holy flame of Knowledge, 

purified by Knowledge and made free. 

Blend at length into my essence : 

I exalt them thus who worship Me. 

Yet shall all men from their darkness 

in due time unto my being rise, 

Howso mean the present purpose, 

or the gods, to whom they sacrifice. 



To W. D. 



I saw thee in an old-time garden sit, 

'Mid golden beeches, and such radiance 

Of bloom, as solemn, deep as heaven's expanse — 

God's very smile seemed trembling over it. 

There, while the Summer hours of Life did flit, 
Thou, lingering o'er many an old romance 
With silent thought and benign countenance, 
Knewst the world change, but thyself changed 
no whit. 

The sun is hidden now ; and Autumntide 

Melts into Winter, formless, cold, and grey ; 
And thou hast fallen on an evil day. 

Where new-born Sorrows wail, but Peace hath died. 
Give me thy hand, dear Master : for alway 
Our fellowship, our truth, and love abide. 



Here ends his book called The Wayfarers by 

Arthur T^ Sabin, hand-printed and published by 

the Samurai 'Press, Cranleigh, Surrey. 

September, 1907. 
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